RALPH    RASHLEIGH
bushrangers who, again roaring to him to stop without
effect, fired simultaneously* The rider's hat was shot from
his head, but he rode on apparently unwounded and was
soon lost to view among the trees. The bushrangers re-
loaded their pieces, and calling to McCoy to bring Rash-
leigh with him, entered the hut.
By the time Rashleigh, with his guard, reached the door-
way, the three inmates were already on their knees before
Foxley, who had them covered with a pistol in each hand,
and was threatening them with Instant death. Smith, with
a look and a gesture, conveyed to McCoy his disgust at
the way Foxley was conducting himself, and signed to
Rashleigh's guard to shoot the leader in the back. But
McCoy shook his head in vigorous dissent, and approached
Foxley.
41 say, Phil,* he said In a quiet voice, 'don't work yourself
up into a passion. It was food we came for. Let's make
these crawlers get us a feed ready, for I'm damned hungry.'
'Is that you, Sandy?' asked Foxley, his eyes wild and
glaring. 'I thought these swine had got you, and I was just
going to slaughter them for it.'
"Oh, noP laughed McCoy. *I*m not taken yet. Come,
get up, you fellows, and let's see what you've got to
eat.'
The three trembling men sprang up and began to bustle
about preparing food for their unwelcome guests. One of
them was very tall, and his expression was forbidding and
lugubrious in the extreme, and upon him Foxley fixed his
mad gaze as If trying to recall where he had seen him before.
'Hey, you great long fellow,' he shouted, 'what's your
name?'
The man started. 'Allen, William Allen is my name/ he
answered.
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